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pretty bridge with ruinous parapets, had the perfect
quality of beauty. Vet all the associations that it
aroused were sad ones. It spoke of an old and
prosperous family life, full of simple happiness,
brought to an end of desertion and desolation.
It seemed to say, like the Psalmist, "I see that
all things come to an end." Just opposite was a
new and comfortable farm-house, the only pros-
perous house in the village, with a trim lawn, and
big barns covered with corrugated iron roofing.
Everything about it spoke of comfort and security.
Yet the only appeal that it made to the spirit was
that one wished it out of sight, while the ruined
Grange touched the heart with yearning and
pathos, and even with a far-off and beautiful hope,
The transfiguring hand of time was laid gently
upon it, and there was not a single detail of the
scene which was not filled with a haunting sense of
delight and sweetness.

It was just at sunset that I saw it; and as the
sun went down and the colour began to ebb out of
bush and wall, the sense of its beauty and grace
became every instant more and more acute. A
long train of rooks, flying quietly homeward, drifted
across the rose-flushed clouds. Everything alike
spoke of peace, of a quiet ending, of closed eyes
and weary hearts at rest. And yet the sense was
not a joyful one, for it was all overshadowed by a
consciousness of the unattainable. What increased
the mystery was that the very thought that it could
not be attained, the yearning for the impossible,
was what seemed to lend the deepest sense of